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No, that annoyance was the product of the Traveller's
mind. I felt—and feel-^-like the lady who, visiting the
harem of the Sultan of Morocco, was shown first, as its
chiefest treasure, an empty Odol can.
§
. . . Ought not one to be greeted by a white Colonial
Mansion, with tall white pillars supporting a classical
charpente? But encased in shining and transparent cello-
phane to unite the old glory that was Man's to the New Deal
of the Machine.
. . . Of course later there is the chewing-gum, sign.
Certainly that sufficiently separates the Old World from the
New. . . . Also there used to be, ... I imagine She is
still there. . . . We could not see Her, however, for the
scarlet swastika-banner that at that point broke from our
forward flagstaff. No doubt, by moving one's position, one
could have seen Her. . . .
... So we went gliding into Weehawken Dock beneath
that proud symbol of Jews, Catholics, Communists, and—
but here you whisper—all the French, set up against the
Great Wall that would appear to be the symbol of human
regeneration. For apparently, if you wish to picture Utopias,
"Set 'em up against a wall" is the first command you must
give.
§'
The ordeal of entering America is not so formidable. The
grey-white official, sitting at one of our shining dinner-
tables, says: "Coining to America for pleasure, Mr. Ford.
. . . Hope you get it." The grey-white Customs official
sBys: "What is eau de vie de marc, Mr. Ford? A sort of brandy?
That will be all right, Mr. Ford/' The beady-eyed brother
of the vaudeville artist had already extracted from me in
Paris the assurance that I was neither Anarchist, Poly-
gamist, nor suffering from disease, and entertained no
designs against the Brain Trust. So presumably America
was safe from me and I might plunge ankle-deep into the
mud of Weehawken. . . , There are other frontiers where

